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What's so civil about war, anyway? 


Author's Notes: 

Just wanted to post something to really cement myself in this site. It started out as fluff, got a little sexual, 
and then just kinda ended in angst. Oh well, can't say | didn't try! (Warning: there is brief sexual content in 
here, but its mostly mentioned in passing. Truth be told I'm not all that comfortable with writing band smut) 


"Well, thanks to the lame-ass security, I'm going home!" 


Axl slammed his microphone on the stage and stormed off, an incident that would later be infamously known as 
the Riverport riot. Everyone both on and offstage looked at each other in confusion, before Slash turned to 


the audience and said "He just smashed the microphone. We're out of here." 


Loud, angry booing could be heard as the band members quietly walked offstage in humiliation, their heads 


hung low. "Hey man, it'll be fine," Izzy reassured, placing a hand on Slash's shoulder. "You know how Axl is." 


"Oh, | do. He'd just better pray no one gets killed this time." Slash refused to make eye contact with the 
guitarist, continuing to head to the dressing rooms. Izzy looked up at him. "Should | go talk to him?" 


"No, let me do it," Slash offered. "I'll probably be able to tak more sense into him than you." 


The words stung slightly, but Izzy knew them to be true. "Uh..alright. I'll be getting changed if you need me." 
With that, Izzy headed in the other direction 


Slash tried for the knob on Axl's door, but it was locked shut. He proceeded to knock instead. "Rose, it's me. | 
need to talk to you." 


It was about a minute before Axl opened the door, looking at Slash with a particularly pissed expression. "What 


the fuck do you want?" 


Slash pushed past the shorter man, walking into his dressing room and shutting the door behind him. "You know 
exactly what | want. What the fuck just happened out there?" 


"Maybe if our dumbass security did its job, none of this wouldve happened!" Axl barked. 


"The guy just had a camera. Did you really have to stage-dive him?" Slash asked, but was met with another 


scowl. 
"Of course | did! Its fuckin’ distracting!" Axl yelled. Slash didn't seem to be paying attention however. 


"Y'know, it's hard to take you seriously when you're dressed like an angry bear." Axl looked down at his outfit, 
which consisted of a very furry black coat, his white boxers, and sneakers. He angrily tossed off the coat as 
well as the constable hat on his head, leaving him completely shirtless. "There, is that better?" 


"Yes, extremely," Slash said in a monotone voice. "Now chill out. Shit like this is gonna keep happening if you 


don't." 


"Oh, now what? Are you saying l'm too much to handle?! Because | -" In that instant, Slash pushed the singer 
against the wall, gripping his wrists as their lips smashed together briefly before pulling away. 


"Heh, that seemed to work." Slash took a hit of the cigar in his hand before Axl snatched it, putting it out on 


the table next to him. "Jesus, can you put that shit down for ten fucking seconds?" 


Slash pushed up against him roughly again, biting on his neck. Axl hated to admit it even to himself, but Slash 
had this way of just melting him in his hands. For someone so independent and abrasive, it was a hard thing to 
admit indeed. It was then that Slash hit a sensitive part on his neck, making him let out a guttural moan in 
response. "Hmm? What was that?" 


"Shut the fuck up," Axl spat. Slash sighed. “Alright, whatever you say." He went back to nibbling that sensitive 
spot on his neck, all the while attempting to push down his boxers. While Axl didn't object, as it was what he 


wanted, he simply pretended not to notice the action Of course, this was impossible to ignore once his boxers 


were around his ankles. 


As if on reflex, Axl wrapped his arms around Slash's neck for stability as he began to push his own pants 
down, and the two began grinding against each other before Axl stopped him. "Wait, did you lock the door?" 


"Aw shit, that's right." Slash pushed away, pulling his pants back up before walking to the door making sure it 
was locked this time. Once that was taken care of, Slash wasted no time getting back into their not-so- 
comfortable position, due to the fact that they were both leaning against the gross dressing room wall. 
However, it was the best they had, and they would have to make-do. 

Carefully, as not to hurt him, Slash pushed into Axl, which made him moan again. Their lips crashed together 
again as Slash's hips began moving at an excruciatingly slow pace, which annoyed Axl slightly. "Hey, you could go 


a little faster." 


Slash would have teased him again, but he knew by now that would probably lead nowhere and end up with him 


getting smacked. Instead, he listened, moving his hips faster in an attempt to provide some stimulation 

Their sex was nothing to write home about. More or less, it was simply a way for the two to relieve stress, 
and it was rough and passionate. Their sessions weren't incredibly long either, mostly due to the fact that they 
didn't have the time on their hands anymore. They had been dating for around two years now, but in a way, 
they felt more distant than ever. 

After they were finished, Axl sat next to Slash on the floor, surprisingly quiet. "Hey Will, you alright?" 


Slash was one of the few people allowed to call Axl by his birth name. He sighed, leaning against the guitarist. 
‘Of course l'm fine. Why?" 


"You're quieter than usual,” Slash explained. ‘Id expect you to be yelling at me by this point’ 

"Shut up, | said l'm fine" 

"| know you want to say something. 

"How do you know?" 

"You aren't being as vulgar, for one 

Axl groaned, sliding down farther onto the floor. "I don’t fuckin’ know, it's just that.things have been hard! 
"How so?" Slash turned to look at him, cocking his head to the side 


"J still miss Adler." 


This statement genuinely surprised Slash, who finally took off his sunglasses to get a better look at Axl. "Wait, 


really?" 


"Well yeah, obviously. It's like he was the backbone of the band, and with him gone, l." Axl wiped a stray tear 
off his face. "It just feels like everyone's always angry at each other in this fucking band. Am | doing something 


wrong?" 


Its not your fault Steven had to go." Slash put a hand on his shoulder. "| really think it benefited him in the 
end. But for now, stop taking out your anger on the fans. It's really gonna leave a mark on both you and the 


band as a whole." 


"Fine, I'll try." Axl finally stood up, putting on a clean shirt and boxers. "But none of them better bring any 


fuckin! cameras!" 


